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SING, WHISTLE OR HUM THE SONGS AND CHORUSES ON EVERY - OPPORTUNITY 


Songs will be contributed by :— 

THE GYRO QUARTET—Bud Chipman, Reg. Smith, Sid Keith and Zara Stanley. 
MR. HARRY HUTCHCROFT. 

MASTER FRANK NEWTON. 


SCHOOL DAYS 

School days, school days, dear old golden 
rule days, 

Readin’ and ’ritin’ and ’rithmetic. 

Taught to the tune of a hick’ry stick. 

You were my queen in calico, 

I was your bashful, barefoot beau, 

And you wrote on my slate, “I love 

When we were a couple of kids. 


OLD BLACK JOE 

Gone are the days 

When my heart was young and gay. 
Gone are my friends 

From the cotton fields away, 

Gone from the earth 

To a better land, I know— 

I hear their gentle voices calling 
“Old Black Joe.” 

Chorus: 

I’m coming, I’m coming, 

For my head is bending low; 

I hear those gentle voices calling 
“Old Black Joe.” 


SILVER THREADS AMONG THE 
GOLD 

Darling I am growing old, silver threads 
among the gold, 

Shine upon my brow to-day; life is fading 
fast away; 

But, my darling, you will be, will be 
always young and fair to me, 

Yes, my darling, you will be always young 
and fair to me. 

Chorus : 

Darling, I am growing old, silver threads 
among the gold, 

Shine upon my brow to-day; life is fading 
fast away. 


FEATHER YOUR NEST 

The birds are humming go feather your 

To-morrow’s coming, so feather your nest. 
It’s time for mating, no use hesitating, 
The parson is waiting, he knows just 
whether it’s best; 

In a home for two, love together we’ll rest, 
Where only true love can weather the test. 

Don’t be delaying, the organ is playing. 
The whole world is saying, go feather your 
nest. 


PEGGY O’NEIL 

If her eyes are blue as skies. 

That’s Peggy O’Neil. 

If she’s smiling all the while. 

That’s Peggy O’Neil. 

If she walks like a cute little rogue, 

If she talks with a cute little brogue, 
Sweet personality, full of rascality, 
That’s Peggy O’Neil. 


SMILE, SMILE, SMILE 

Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, 
And smile, smile, smile. 

While you’ve a lucifer to light your fag. 
Smile, boy, that’s the style. 

What’s the use of worrying? 

It never was worth while, so 
Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, 
And smile, smile, smile. 


AULD LANG SYNE 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to mind ? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And the days of auld lang syne ? 

Chorus : 

For auld lang syne, my dear. 

For auld lang syne, 

We’ll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet. 
For auld lang syne. 
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